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NEW-YORK LIFE 


INSURANCE COMPANY 
346 Broadway, New York 


SIXT Y- SIXTH ANN NUAL REPORT 





To the Policy-Holders : 


Nineteen hundred ten was a year of well-balanced, substantial progress. Nineteen hun- 
dred nine was a satisfactory year. A comparison of important items, for the two years is 
significant. 

1909 
$104, 150,213.96 
23,017,708.20 
Other payments to policy y- -holde rs 28,972,513.18 29,838, 308.61 
Dividends declared ; ; : . ; : 8,844, 108.89 9,110,616.37 
Average interest rate on bond purchases of the year . ; , ; , / 4.13 % 4.15 
Average interest rate on real estate mortgages of the vear 4.63 % 4.88 % 
Average interest rate on Domestic bonds . 4.19 % 4.20 % 
Average interest rate on Foreign bonds 4.04 % 4.08 % 
Average interest rate on real estate mortgages 4.66 % 4.72 % 
Interest rate earned by real estate owned . 4.49 % 4.70 % 
Book value of bonds 404,658,586.64 413,530,908.58 
Amount of real estate mortgages 69,748,270.53 92,523,123.00 
Amount Loaned to policy-holders 94,643,472.81 104,316,910.37 
New business of the year 146,042,400.00 157,162,000.00 
‘Total outstanding insurance 2,002,809, 227.00 2,039,863,031.00 


1910 


$107,546,058.71 
23,726,134.53 


Income—exclusive of eens in book value of assets 
Death-claims 


Perhaps the most significant fact, showing the substantial progress of the Company, is that 
the average earning power of total assets on 7 1, 1911, had so advanced over what it was 
five years earlier, as to represent an annual addition to net income of nearly $1,100,000. 


A booklet showing details in addition to the Income and Disbursement Account and 


Balance Sheet annexed will be sent on request. 


Balance Sheet, 


January I, Igil 








LIABILITIES 
Policy Reserve $528, 222,129.00 
Other Policy Liabilities : 7,222,025. 20 
Premiums and Interest prepaid ; ‘ ‘ 3 087,224.49 


Real Estate . ; ‘ ‘ ; , ; $11,554,601.09 
92,523, 123.00 


Loans on Mortgages 
200,000.00 


Collateral Loans 


L oans on Policies . ‘ 
Bonds (market value Dec. . 1910) 


Cash 
Premiums in course of collection 
Interests and rents due and accrued 


Total 
INCOME, 1910 
Premiums : 
On New Policies 
On Renewed Policies 
Annuities, ete. 


eee 78 
; 2,324,931.70 
: 1. 512,373.90 


Real Estate Rentals 

Interest on Mortgages 

Interest on Policy Loans 

Interest on Bonds . 

Interest on Bank Deposits 

Other Interest 

Increase by adjustment in Book Value of Ledeer 
Assets ; 

Other Income 





104,316,910. 37 
405,681,304. 21 


9.009, 526.78 
7,317,558.67 
7,273,543.02 


$637 ,876,567.14 


Commissions, Salaries, etc 
Dividends payable in 1911 
Reserve for Deferred Dividends 
Reserves for other purposes 


Total 


1,063,364,78 
9,110,616.37 
77 ,545, 164.00 
11,626,043. 30 


$637,876,567.14 





$80,353,411.38 


918,173.83 
3,481,947.10 
5, 218,630.98 

16,891,258.92 

276,951.35 

10,335.62 


440,482.93 
395,349.53 


$107,986,541.64 


DISBURSEMENTS, 1910 


Payments to Policy-holders : 
Death-losses 
To Living Policy- -holders 29.838,308 61 

Instalments, Dividends and Interest paid under 
supplementary contracts . 

Commissions on New Business 

Ren’! Coms. and other payments to Agents 

Medical Examination and Agency Supervision 

Branch Office Salaries and Expenses 

Home Office Salaries 

‘Taxes, Licenses and Insurance Department Fees 

Rent and Real Estate Taxes and Expenses 

General Expenses and Profit and Loss . 

Decrease by adjustment in Book Value of Ledger 
Assets : 

For Reserves to meet Policy Obligations 


$53,564,443 


178,257.2 
2,937,629. 25 
1,840,648 
1,277,027. 
1,001,791.7 
1,581,628.8 
1,073,962.7 

891,308.5 

837,173.07 


1,205,005. 28 
41,597,665.14 


" $107,986,541.64 
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Brief Decisions from the Bench. 
OMEOPATHIC doses 


f oe 5: of hospitality sel- 
+) 
A dom do much good. 
./\7 An old joke, now and 
tw bes then, 
: Is relished by the best 
(\ of men. 
a. ey 


A soft answer seldom 
turns away the book agent. 

The older the family tree, the more 
decayed are its branches. 

There is always room at the bottom. 

JUDGE concurs in the decision of the 
Wall Street Journal that the attitude of 
trade unions on railway rates shows 
that capital and labor can work in har- 
mony—when labor likes. 

The penny-wise man is not always the 
pound-foolish. 

There is no ‘‘bargain counter’’ for ex- 


perience. 


THE FLIRT. 


He—** Good-night, dear. 
or you will take my cold.’’ 
She—** Never mind—/ can pass it on 
—London Opinion. 


We mustn't kiss 


yr? 








Making Money Out of Insurance. 


A GREAT many persons do not know 
that a life insurance policy ina 
good, strong, prosperous company pays 
dividends to the holder, out of surplus 
earnings. In the New York Life, for 
instance, its annual report shows that 
during 1910 the dividends declared to its 
policyholders reached the enormous ag- 
gregate of $9,110,000. It must be a 
pleasant thing for a policy holder to feel 
that everything is not outgo with him 
but that his policy represents an interest 
in the earning power of the company. 
Any reader of JupGE who does not carry 
life insurance or who is interested in any 
form of a policy, need only give his age 
and drop a postal card or a letter to 
Darwin P. Kingsley, President New 
York Life Insurance Company, 346 
Broadway, New York, to receive infor- 
mation as to the cost of various kinds of 
insurance, and a copy of the sixty-sixth 
annual report of the company in booklet 
form. Mention that you are a reader of 
JUDGE. 





WELCOME CHANGE. 


Betty has grown tired of Teddy Bears, so now 
her governess is quite in the fashion. 
—London Punch. 





Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
Abbott's Bitters. Makes the best. 


Great heroes exist only in the imagi- 
nation of fond women who are heroic 
every day in the littlest things. 













THE 
SMOOTHEST TOBACCO 


Tonight after dinner when you seek 
your favorite armchair and book, 
just load up your pipe with Velvet 
and enjoy a real smoke. Velvet 


is Burley tobacco — extraordinary 
Burley--the very choice leaves of each plant 
—they are cured right—mellowed right— 
made right. That's why Velvet is dillerent. 
Different from any tobacco that you have 
ever smoked. Different in flavor —cooler 
in smoking and better in every detail, You'll 
realize its supremacy in a minute. But 
don't take our bare word for it—get a can 
of it today from your dealer. Let Velvet 
demonstrate for itself. 


SPAULDING & MERRICK 
Chicago, I). 


In a neat metal can 


10 cents 
At your dealer’s or if he 
is Sold out send us the 
roc. We'll send youa 
can to any address in 
the U.S.A. 





Faith Cure. 


Towne—‘‘Do I understand you to say 
that Spender’s case was really a faith 
cure ?’’ 

Brown—‘Yes. You see, the doctor 
and the druggist both trusted him.’’— 
Medford Drum. 


Useless. 


You may imagine you have a bank ac- 
count, but don’t spend too much time 
drawing on your imagination.—Boston 
Globe. 











New York 





Two Good Things from Canada 


Gooderham and Worts Canadian Whiskey 
and Hudsons Bay Smoking Tobacco 


For Agencies and Territory write to 


Wakem & McLaughlin, (Inc. ) Distributors 


Chicago 








fn answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








































































JUDGE’S POLITICAL BILLBOARD. 


(Posters by Rurrows, Petersen, and “ Zim."’) 





a 
| STATE | DINNER 
| WASHINGTON 


SCALPED! BRYAN’S IDEA OF 
THE SENATORIAL SITUATION IN MASSACHUSETTS. DEMOCRATIC HARMON-Y. 








To the Modern Girl. 
By CAROLYN WELLS. 
Fa HERE, little girl, don’t 
vote! 
You’ve been _ badgered 
and urged, I know, 
And the things they 
said 
Nearly turned your 
head 
And set your young heart 
aglow; 
But it’s hackneyed heresy 
they quote 
There, little girl, don’t 
vote, 
Don’t vote! 





There, little girl, don’t vote! 
’Tis a fashion and fad, I know, 
And the millionaires, 
With their subtle snares, 


Are making you think it’s so; 
But they are wrong, and time will 
show’t 


There, little girl, don’t vote, 
Don’t vote! 


There, little girl, don’t vote! 
You have beautiful clothes, I know 
That blue Marquisette, 
With the band of jet, 
Would make a most splendid show; 
But, though you’ve a Russian sable 
coat 
There, little girl, don’t vote, 
Don’t vote! 
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NIGHT. 


A Paradox. 
HE street-car conductor opened the 
door to the front platform to col- 
lect his fares. He encountered five 
policemen riding home from work. 


’ remarked the con- 


‘*Five coppers,’ 
ductor, slamming the door, ‘‘and not a 
nickel in the bunch!’’ 








MORNING. 


An Interesting Question. 
By WILBUR D. NESBIT. 
HAT becomes of defeated con- 
gressmen? 

Congressmen who are defeated seem 
to be immediately placed in the Great 
Hush. 

So far as public notoriety is con- 
cerned, a hermit leads the life of a show 
girl by comparison. 

What becomes of the congressman 
who does not receive the encore? 

His top hat and swinging coat tails 
vanish from Pennsylvania Avenue, only 
to be replaced by other top hats and 
more swinging coat tails. 

The mails carry hopeless garden seeds 
and marvelously dull public documents 
to the common people, but another frank 
is on the packages. 

The regular run of ‘‘highly amusing 


” 


anecdotes’’ continues, but the name of 
another is substituted for the Hon. 
Soandso as the bonmottist. 

Gubernatorial and senatorial booms 
bob up as usual, but they are attached 
to other names. 

Down what byway of oblivion roams 
the defeated congressman? 


JEALOUSY is hair-triggered. 
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Nature Sonnets. 
(By the Village Poet.) 


IS NICE to hear the 
+) rooster crow at dawn, 
When all the world is 


; opening its eyes 
And red is breaking through 
the eastern skies; 


} For then we know that dismal 
i) — night is gone 
— And that another happy day 
is born. 
How fine to spring from bed with 
health aglow, 
With the thermometer, say, ten below, 
And greet the golden, frosty, country 
morn! 
And thus it is the rooster, noble bird! 
Announces to the world the coming 
day. 
Sad must that mortal 
heard 
His ‘‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!’’ so bright 
and gay! 
I fear we’d oversleep, upon my word! 
Did not the rooster sound his rounde- 
lay. 


be who’s never 


Joe Cone. 


Feminine Wisdom. 


6é O YOU 
school ?’’ says the friend. 


are attending cooking 
**Are 
you going to do your own work?’’ 

‘‘No. I want to be able to teach my 
husband how to prepare the meals in an 


emergency.”’ 


“WHAT GOD HATH JOINED TOGETHER 


Patient Griselda. 
T= BONNY young bride does not 
meet her husband at the door with 
asmile. After wondering search of the 
house, he finds her in the kitchen, very 
stringy of hair and much wearied as to 
looks. 

‘*Why in the world are you working 
so hard in this hot kitchen?’’ he asks. 

*‘I was only trying to cook the rice 
the way you said you liked it,’’ 
swers, in a voice that suggests tears. 

**Cooking the rice?’’ 

**Yes. You said you liked it cooked 
so that every grain was separate—and 
I’ve spent all day here cooking each 
grain separately—and there’s so many 
grains—and I just think it’s—boo-hoo!”’ 


she an- 


Discharged. 
Judge—‘‘ What’s the charge, officer?”’ 
Policeman—‘‘ Your honor, he stole a 
brace from a carpenter shop.”’ 
Judge There is no 
penalty for taking a brace.”’ 


**Discharged ! 


Our Greatest Need. 


HEY will put up a fine monument— 
There isn’t much doubt as to that 
To the man who will only invent 
Some sort of a hatpinless hat. 





Give 


rey r 


LET NO MAN PUT ASUNDER.” 


Judge’s Suggestion for City Seals. 


THE TWIN CITIES OF 
ST. PAUL AND MINNEAPOLIS. 


Sage Tea. 
HE PHILOSOPHER who has 
thought the thing out carefully and 
claims to speak by the card tells us that 
very few men love their creditors, but 
that those who do love them unremit- 
tingly. 

They are said to be so completely 
down on royalty over there in Portugal 
that even Manuel Training is to be abol- 
ished from the Those who 
have observed the ways of the late King 
closely say that they don’t blame them, 


schools. 


either. 

It frequently happens that the man 
who has won a turkey in a raffle finds, 
when he comes to carve it up for his 
family later, that it is only another case 
of tough luck, after all. 

Silence, the their infinite 
wisdom have told us, is golden. One 
never realizes the fact so poignantly, 
however, as when he begins to buy it 
from some needy person who is uncom- 
fortably familiar with certain episodes 
in his past life. 

An ‘‘esteemed contemporary,’’ a few 
Sundays ago, printed a very interesting 
picture of the King of Spain riding on a 
camel. We presume his Majesty is tak- 
ing a few practice lessons for the par- 
ticular job of sitting on the Spanish 


sages in 


throne for the next few years. 

Our old friend Bildad has just written 
us to say that the height cf jealousy is 
reached by the man who goes off into a 
fit of rage when he sees his favorite 
manicure holding some other fellow’s 
hand. 

Short, Too. 
HE MONTH of February’s short, 
And so I like it, don’t you see? 
Because in this it seems to have 
A sort of sympathy for me. 








ER the hills we HERE the rab- 


























glide, bits run, 
Up the mountain There’s no end to 
side, fun, 
Ki-yoodle, Ki-yoodle, 
hi-yi, O-poodle, 
Ki-yoodle, Ki-yea, 
ki-yea ! a-a-a-a! 
SWISS YODEL SONG OF THE FAMOUS KENNEL QUARTET. 
As to Temperament. He Wasn’t One. 
peep may, as some say, have an extraor- Clerk—‘‘No, my boy; we are not allowed to sell ciga- 
~ dinary influence on one’s disposition; but all the same rettes to a minor.’’ 
it is no excuse for an exhibition of bad temper to say that Kid—‘‘What’s eatin’ you? I ain’t a miner; I’m a mes- 
you have lived on a cross street all your life. senger boy.”’ 
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ROADSIDE ENTERTAINMENT. 


Accursed native—‘‘ Detainin’ me? Shucks, no, you ain’t detainin’ me. I got all th’ time there is. An’ what might a car like thet there 
be wu’th, now, ez she stan’s?’’ Etc., etc., etc. 





A Life Job. 
66 EMEMBER,”’ he said, ‘‘ that my future is in your hands. If you re- 
fuse me my whole life will be ruined.’’ 
she bitterly replied, for she had been mar- 





** Yes; and if I accept you,”’ 
ried before, ‘* you will probably never give me a chance to let up for a day in 


the business of keeping you saved!”’ 




















WACK SEARS 














THE BORROWING NEIGHBOR. 


** Say, John, yer haven't been over ter my home 
my birthday gatherin’, jest a year ago ter-morrer DOG TALK. 
‘It ain’t that I have hard feelin’s ag’in’ you, but ** They call the big liners ocean greyhounds I wonder what they ‘ll 








you have so confounded many things what belongs ter name the aeroplanes ?’ 
me that when I come it kind 0’ makes me homesick ‘* Skie terriers, probably.’ 


Love Song. Both in Same Boat. The Creation—Compensation. 


Poem fi d padded cell at tteawar , rrDwr : ° . OR . 
(Poem found in a padded cell Mattea ) HE NEW cook, who had come into By ROBERT E. INN 


HEN the sun is in the north, my the household during the holidays, 
dear, : 
And the cow is on his nest, 

When the ring is in the pawnshop, dear, 
And the wheels in my head need rest, him round no more.”’ 
Oh, then I think of you, my dear! “My son?” replied the mistress pride- 

Oh, then I think of you! 
Yes, then I think of you, my dear! 
Ah, then I think of you! 


HAT dress has a thousand eyes, 

= er eae All hooked but one; 

asked her mistress, Yet her vigilance never dies 
**Where ban your son? I not seeing Till that one’s done. 


The peacock has a thousand eyes, 
7 : My wife but two; 

fully. Oh, he has gone back to Yale. Yet the light of their beauty vies 
He could only get away long enough to When I am through. 

stay until New Year’s Day, you see. I 


WOMAN'S whole shopping day is’ miss him dreadfully, though.’’ Hicks—‘A good woman can reform a 
spoiled if on the way home she “Yas. I knowing yoost how you feel. man.’’ 

meets another woman who bought some- My broder, he ban in yail sax time since Picks —‘‘But it takes an expert mo- 

thing five cents cheaper than she did. T’ankgiving.’”’ diste to reform a woman.’’ 


DANGEROUS CURIOSITY. 
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. “IT hain’t got me spectickles with me. I wonder what . “Thunder 'n’ lightnin’! Why didn’t the blamed fools put 
that sign says over there it nearer shore where a fellow could read it !’’ 














The Three Graces. 
By EDMUND VANCE COOKE. 
I. A DYSPEPTIC GRACE. 
OW OUR prayer ascends the 
skies, 
As we fondly Fletcherize ; 
Bless these mercies to our use, 
Soak them well with gastric juice. 
Il. A VEGETARIAN GRACE. 
Some hae meat and muckle eat, 
Some wad eat that lack it; 


We dinna eat ane bit o’ meat, 
So the beef trust be blankit! 


lll. A ‘‘SCIENTIFIC’’ GRACE. 
Matter is not, hence we see 
Food and stomach cannot be; 
But the false world’s false insistence 
Simulates a real existence. 
So we pray thee, Mother, bless 
Nothing unto nothingness. 
Suffer it to give relief 
From a foolish world’s belief. 


Force of Habit. 

HE CONVERTED $street-car con- 

ductor had been honored with the 

privilege of helping to take up the col- 
lection. 

On his first trip down the aisle he 

poked the basket under the nose of Mr. 

Pinchcoyne, the multi-millionaire. Mr. 




















Pinchcoyne dropped a nickel in. The 


converted conductor absent-mindedly ON THE RESERVATION. 


handed him a tract and said, 
‘*Transfer at the next corner.”’ 


Tourist—‘‘ How much your bows and arrows ?’’ 
Indian—** Bows, arrow, t’ree dollar.’’ 
Tourist—‘‘ Why, in New York they ’re only fifty cents !’’ 


Indian—*‘ In New York no have pay freight to Idaho.”’ 


N LITERATURE a man is ill, but in 
real life he is sick. 
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DORMAN — H —@mira \/ 


NOT THE ONE HE MEANT. 
** Look here, waiter, your bill is entirely too large.’’ 
‘* Yes, sir; but it is something I cannot help. I was born this way, sir.”’ 


The Retort Courteous. 
66 ILL you promise to support my 
daughier in the style to which 
she is accustomed if I consent to your 
marriage?’’ demanded old _ Skinflint, 
when Dobby made his formal proposal. 
‘*Well, I—I’ll promise to be tolerably 
close with her, Mr. Skinflint,’’ said 
Dobby; ‘‘but, you know, I’m a soft- 
hearted cuss, and I’m afraid she’ll be 
able to wheedle a few things out of me 
that you were strong enough to refuse 
her.’”’ 
And, strange to say, from that mo- 
ment on Skinflint was unalterably op- 
posed to the match. 


The Stone Age. 
First primitive man—‘‘So his novel is 
having a great sale?”’ 
Second ditto—‘‘ Yes. 


into its second stone quarry.”’ 


It has just gone 


The Contrary Sex. 
F YOU have loved a maid and she 
Has given you the sack, 
Just love another girl, and she 
Will want to have you back. 
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The Lover’s Hope. 
By S. E. KISER. 
LIVE on hope,’’ the lover cried, 
While kneeling at the maiden’s 
feet; 
‘*Though now my pleas are all denied, 
I still shall live on hope, my sweet!’’ 


**Go, live on hope,’’ her father said, 
For he had heard the lover’s plea; 

‘*If hope will save you, go ahead, 
For you shall never live on me.”’ 


THE COMFORTS OF A TELEPHONE. 


1. ‘‘ Confound it! there goes that telephone, and the 
I've half a mind 


temperature ten degrees below zero. 
to let it ring. —— 


WY 


2. —— Br-r-r-r, wow! gee! it's cold getting out of a warm 
bed. But I suppose that ‘phone has got to be answered 
must be something very important or they wouldn't call me up 


this time o’ night.’’ 


3. Soft, swveet feminine voice on ’phone—‘* How do you do, 
This is Mrs. Newwed. Would you mind 
running around the corner and telling ma to come right over? 


Mr. Softmark. 


Baby has a new tooth.’’ 


The Title-seeker. 
66 TITLE! A title! 


we? 


for a title! 


My fortune 
sobbed the great 
American heiress, in anguished ac- 
cents. 

(Now, I pray of you, do not jump 
at a conclusion and launch into a dia- 
tribe on the folly of the American 
heir 
tering title. 


offering all she has for a glit- 
The lady in question 
had just the 
manuscript of what she 


finished 


supposed would prove the 
book of the 
year, and knowing that its 
her fame 
would depend very largely 


sensational 


suc and 
on a vividly suggestive 
title, she made the above 
agonized offer. That is 


all.) 
Dyed. 
A BOTTLE of peroxide, 
Sprinkled here and 
there, 

Makes her raven tresses 
Look like golden hair. 
A Foregone 

Conclusion. 
sé RONSON 
seem to me to be 


doesn’t 





aman of much force, I 
have often wondered how 
he ever managed to get the 
job he holds.”’ 
**Don’t you know? He 
married it. His wife’s father 
is the president of the com- 
pany he is connected with.’’ 
**Oh, that’s it! Married 
it, eh? Then he, of course, 
can never be master of that 
It Situation.”’ 


impractical. 
“or SEEMS to be rath- 

er impractical, it 
seems to me.”’ 

“Yes, very. Why, she 
would be silly enough to sup- 
pose that a self-made man 
might be brought up on a 
chafing dish.’’ 


Voice or Cereal ? 


o> a song of sixpence, 
Pocket full of rye. 
Which for cultivation 
Would you rather try? 
? 


HE OPTIMIST gets up 
in the world; the pessi- 
mist gets down on it. 
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HIGH NOTE. 


A Crimson Feather Duster. 
By M. E. BUHLER 
HAT wind of destiny has blown 
thee, little feathered thing, 
Whose spirit from dim spheres unknown 
crosses my journeying? 
Thy soul upon its winged way has van- 
ished like a gust; 
Thy gorgeous plumage yet doth stay, 
lightly to lift the dust! 


How To Give Pleasure to Waiters. 
66 oS abd WHY,’’ we ask of the indi- 

vidual with the loud vest and 
the shrieking cravat, ‘‘do you always 
flash that big roll of Confederate money 
wrapped in two ten-dollar bills when you 
order luncheon?”’ 

‘*My boy,’’ he answers kindly, ‘‘I 
don’t do that for my own gratification. 
The waiter has an hour of the greatest 
pride and pomp, thinking that he is 
serving a plutocrat. Surely you would 
not criticise me for my little act of men- 


”? 


tal philanthropy! 


HEN aman observes a woman who 

can make a dog mind, he is usu- 

ally satisfied that here, at least, is one 
woman who could be trusted to vote. 


























DEPOSED. 


BOURNE’S SALVATION ARMY—THE LITTLE BAND OF 









































E HAVE WITH US TO-NIGHT 


By HOMER CROY. 


ARRELL, JAMES A.—James A. 
Farrell, who is now wearing William 
E. Corey’s shoes and sitting with his 
feet on the presidential desk of the 
United States Steel Corporation, 
came into this vale of tears and 
trusts at New Haven, Conn., forty- 
eight years ago, addressed Pitts- 
burgh, C. O. D. His father—lIrish, 
if you please—ran a line of steamers 
from New York to Liverpool, but in 
a sea of distress the waves of debt 
rolled over them, splitting them on the Inchcape Rock of 
competition, and sending them to the salty bottom of obliv- 
ion. So James A. was driven out into the hard, hard world 
—into steel. His first job was in the plant of a New Haven 
wire company, where he wound wire on spools. ten hours a 
day and went home every Saturday at five with $4.65 sag- 
ging his right-hand trouser pocket. To-day, if he got his 


LARK, CHAMP.—Some think it is 

Champion and some maintain it is 

Chump. But it is neither. In a 

stiff-leather-backed Bible on a cen- 

ter table in Kentucky, between 

‘*Pilgrim’s Progress’’ and Gaskell’s 

‘“‘Compendium of Forms,’’ it was 

entered in 1850 as James Beauchamp 

Clark. His mother’s family name 

was to blame for it and pronounced 

‘*Beecham’’—short and snappy, like 

dropping a nickel in a pay-as-you- 

enter car. As soon as he decided to 

be a politician—which was as soon 

as he gave up wanting to be the 

man in the red coat and brass buttons who, on circus days, 
warns you not to throw peanuts at the lions—he knew that 
he could never be a minority leader bowed down under J. 
Beauchamp. So he took off his jabot—J. Beau. With this 
off his mind, he went to Bethany College, in West Virginia, 
joined the Delta Tau Delta fraternity, and captured enough 
scholastic honors to endanger his career. Living down his 
degrees, at the age of twenty-three he found himself the 
president of a college, with nothing to distinguish himself 
from a freshman but his bass voice. Armed with a law de- 
gree and the rumblingest voice south of Niagara, Clark set 
out to be speaker. He went to Pike County, Missouri. After 


weekly wage in cash, it would take a squadron of police to 
keep the delivery trucks from blocking traffic in front of his 
house. After nine years in New Haven—ten will cure any- 
body—he took off his cuffs, put up an umbrella, and went to 
Pittsburgh as an assistant superintendent of an iron and steel 
company. Rapidly he climbed the chilled steel ladder of suc- 
cess, until only Jeb Jones, the accommodating ice man at 
New Haven, could slap him on the back and call him ‘‘Jim.’’ 
Eight years ago he took charge of the export business for 
the steel trust and to-day he weighs two hundred and twenty 
pounds. He has five children, an auto, and a cousin in East 
St. Louis. But, with all that, he doesn’t whirl up in his 
auto to his office; instead, he democratically takes the sub- 
way, or, if ina hurry, walks. Of nice mornings he may be 
seen strolling across Brooklyn Bridge, listening to Mayor 
Gaynor discoursing on trusts and Epictetus. Mr. Farrell 
lives in Brooklyn and has hair and mustache that are prema- 
turely white. That’s what Brooklyn will do to you. So 
take warning. 


living in Pike County a while, Congress had no terrors for 
him. While editor of the local newspaper, the great Mis- 
souri sport of whipping the editor suddenly became unpopu- 
lar. When the editor was called for and Mr. Clark rose up, 
raised his voice, and clinched his hand, the abused man would 
suddenly decide to let it all go and pay up his back subscrip- 
tion. Then they liked his voice so well they sent it to the 
State Legislature, and Missouri, wanting to be heard on Capi- 
tol Hill, forwarded it on to Washington. When he appears 
in a waistcoat with a boiled facade and turns on his voice, it 
sounds like the train off stage coming up and about to sever 
the body of Gladys, who has been tied to the rails by Schuy- 
ler Villon, the heartless villain. It sounds like hollering 
down the rain barrel and would make the Numidian lion 
shamefully withdraw from a whist club of old ladies who had 
recently lost their husbands. Then he and Dolliver, a verbal 
Jeffries from Iowa, formed a Chautauqua team of knockout 
artists and set the middle West ablaze with orthoepic pyro- 
technics hurled at each other’s heads that left a burned and 
charred trail behind them, until the farmers thought they 
had narrowly missed bloodshed and the War of 1812 in one 
act. The local chairman would sit forward in his chair, his 
hand on his knee, ready to spring between them any moment 
and keep the sight of blood from the ladies. But that night 
the two oral Goliaths would take the gate receipts and the 
same ’bus for the station, their arms around each other’s 
shoulders, studying the same railroad map. ; 
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1. ‘‘ Ha, friend Sancho what terrible house of 2. —-— By the beard of the prophet! if we 3. — Gadzooks, what wild wails of despair ! 
carnage is this? By the frightful shrieks of don’t get some action into this it will be too On, gooc Rosinate. and down with the door! 
horror issving from that window some foul late, for e’en now are the poor victims in at And, by this mighty right arm, those bloody 


deed is being perpetrated within.—— the death throes ! —— 


butchers shall feel my wrath ! —— 
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OD's FisHBarts! 
YOUR NECK 1s NOT 
WORTH A SONG! 















4. —— But, I fear me, ’tis too late, for that 

last ear-piercing shriek sounds like the death 

knell of ten thousand lost souls. Bing! 
Crash ! —— 


Certainly ! 
By CHARLES C. JONES. 
February 11th, 1911. 


Nor wit nor beauty great; 
t 
Is written up-to-date ! 


I cannot claim for this my verse 
But you ’ll admit, I think, that i 


Educated. 
Cobwigger—‘Why do you 
put only pennies away in your 
savings bank?’’ 
Freddie—‘‘ Because when I 
tried nickels everybody rat- 
tled them out for carfares.’’ 


As WE sstroll through life 


we come to many flowery ARRIVED EARLY. 
paths, but they are mostly Dick (the wait) —‘‘ Gee, Bill, here's Florida! I thought it 


labeled ‘‘Private.’’ 
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was miles away.’’ 


6. —-— Good Sancho, spread thy blanket 


that I may fall lightly. 


I have broken into 


the dippy house, and I fear they have used 
me ill.’’ 


claimed, 


be!’’ 


‘“‘Oh, mamma! 
and look at this anemic horse ! 
He’s just as white as he can 


Logical Little Mary. 
HE DOCTOR told little 
Mary she was anemic, 

because she was so white. 
A few days after, she ex- 


Come here 


Blushes. 


Pull many a rose is born 
To bloom and blush un- 
seen; 
Full many a rose on woman’s 
cheek 
Is not a blush, I ween. 


Tip to Publishers. 
HERE is a crying demand 
on the part of European 
nobility for 
**How Much’”’ book. 


an American 


Same Thing, Only Different. 
Ryker—‘‘Is he a chip off the 


old block ?”’ 


Stryker—‘‘No; he’s a joker 
off the old deck.’”’ 





ANOTHER CASE OF MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 
NS NANA 
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Burglar Bill-"*Gentleman burglar, eh? No more porch climbing for mine This place looks easy. I'll try it.”’ Burglar Bill—“"Wow! Help! Let 

Clever idea. Here's where I lose my with these swell rags on. I'll go Mrs. Ladybug (inside) —*'Hm! Two a.m up, I'm not your husband. 

dark lantern and mask and go in the right in the front door like I owned and that beast of ahusband not home I'm only an innocent 
business right the place that must be him now, I hear a noise.’ burglar ! 


CRUELTY IN THE KITCHEN. 


CAROLYN WELL 


N THESE days ofhuntinguperying cream gets a whipping without deserv- little roly-poly raisins! They never did 


wrongs and bringing them to public ingit! And, too, afterward, the poor anybody any harm (unless he ate too 

notice, in an article which (in the cream (or rich, as the case may be) is many of them), and they have no means 

prospectus) grips the reader’s at- shut up in adark closet, there to stay’ of retaliation. It is a nature of inborn 

tention, we feel privileged to call for several hours. These things ought cruelty that would stone an inoffensive 
attention to some cruelty in the house not to be, and yet an investigation of raisin. 

37 t.) VE, recap ; : in oe But such natures there be. Such a 
one would even pound almends! In a 
fair fight pounding is one thing, but de- 
liberately to pound an almond, just be- 
cause you are bigger than he is, is the 
essence of meanness! 

To cut bread is another unnecessary 
cruelty. An accidental cut on one’s 
own finger is hastily bound up and the 
poor patient showered with kindly sym- 
pathy; but gash after gash is given toa 
loaf of bread, without so much as an 
offer of a clean linen rag or a bottle of 
antiseptic solution! 

But enough has been said to turn the 
attention of the public to these atroci- 
ties. It is for the public to take up the 
matter and insist upon having in their 
kitchens the same loving and humane 
spirit that obtains in their drawing- 


room. 


WHAT JOHNNY THOUGHT OF PAPA. 


Johnny—“' Pa, what is a taxidermist? '’ 

Mr. Gourmand—“ A man who stuffs skins.’’ 

Johnny— (Long silence.) 

Mr. Gourmand—‘‘ Well, what's on your mind ?’’ 

Johnny—*“ Oh, nothin’. I was just thinkin’ what a fine taxidermist you ’d make.’’ 


hold that, even when known, is condoned _—i the average kitchen would show an even 
by members of our first families. worse state of affairs. 

Discipline is all very well, and in rare I have known these uncurbed servant 
cases castigation is permissible; but we girls to beat eggs! Simple, good little 
ask of you, gentle matrons, tender- eggs, who never were bad in their lives! 
hearted mothers of children, do you And yet bad eggs never are beaten! 
think it right to allow an ignorant, un- Thus we see the injustices of a cold ~ 

: : » Lady visitor My poor man! For what 
educated servant girl to whipthe cream? world. aie aa 
: , : : eee” have they imprisoned you ? 
To be sure, if the cream is bad, that is A still more barbarous practice is that Lock-step Luke—‘ Fer six months, believe 
another matter; but how often good of stoning raisins—sweet-natured, soft me, lady.’’ 














THE VITAL POINT. 
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By ELLIS PARKER BUTLER, Author of © Pigs Is Pigs.’’ Illustratior 


1 DO NOT, as arule, place 
much faith in fortune- 
tellers. I consider them 
frauds. There are, 
\_. however, some excep- 


—W 
S tions. 


It is wonderful, 
indeed, how they can 
peer into the past and 
the future, tell the in- 
most secrets of one’s life, and lay bare 
what is hidden. I ran across one such at 
Coney Island last summer. Her name 

I do not know whether she 
was ama, but she was certainly fat. I 


was Fatma. 


had tried so many thin seeresses that I 
thought a fat one might give better re- 
sults, so entered her tent, seated myself 
n gligently on the soap box before her, 
and handed her my paw. She took it 
daintily, wiped the palm with a wet 
rag, and, after gazing at it a moment, 
looked me full in the eyes. 

‘You have twenty-five cents,’’ she 
said. ‘‘It is in your pocket.”’ 
I was naturally startled. I did, in- 
She had 


divined it at the very first divine. 


deed, have twenty-five cents. 

‘You are right,’’ I said. ‘‘It is mar- 
velous how you”’ 

‘Cough up!’’ she said, in excellent 
Egyptian as spoken on East Fourth 
Street. 

So I coughed up. She held onto my 
left hand with marvelous dexterity, 
while she slid the quarter into her own 
pocket with the grace of a true seventh 
daughter. 

**Say,’’ she said, poking my palm with 
her finger, ‘‘youse is a_ perfesshinal 
man.”’ 

“‘Correct!’’ I admitted. ‘‘Can you 
see in my palm what profession?’’ 

She wiped my palm again 
with the wet rag and peered in- 
to it. I mean the rag. 

**Youse stokes coal on a tug- 
boat,’’ she said. 

**No, no!”’ I said slyly. 
an author, little Fatma.”’ 


“*T’m 
‘Well, mebby youse is,’’ she 
said scornfully. ‘‘If youse is, 
all I gotta say is youse is off 
your proper beat. You got a 
hand what’s cut out for a stoker 
on a tugboat. I got t’ go by 
what the hand says. I ain’t no 
fake guesser. If youse ain't 
a stoker, youse had oughta 
be.”’ 
Isaid. ‘‘I’ll 
change my profession to-mor- 


“‘Thank you,”’ 





FATMA, THE FORTUNE-TELLER. 


row. Do you know a nice little tugboat 
that needs’’—— 

‘‘I knows a seeress what don’t stand 
no kiddin’ !’’ she said flatly. ‘‘I read in 
your palm that youse ain’t married’’—— 

“‘Oh, Celeste!’’ I cried. ‘*What will 
my poor wife say to that?”’ 

‘*You don’t need to tell her nothin’ 
about it, and then she won’t say noth- 
‘*She’s a brunette,”’ 


” 


in’,’’ said Fatma. 
she added, looking at my palm again. 
‘*Who is a brunette?’’ I asked. 
‘Your wife is’’—— 
‘*You said I wasn’t married.’’ 
‘*Look here!’’ said Fatma angrily, 
‘‘I’m a puffick lady, I am, an’ it don’t 
interes’ me at all to know whether youse 
is married or not. I ain’t here to be 
flirted with. 
care whether youse is married or not?’’ 


What do youse suppose I 


‘‘Pardon me,’’ I said  contritely. 
‘‘That was a slipon my part. But my 
wife is a blonde.”’ 

‘‘She is so far as you know,’’ said 
Fatma scornfully. ‘‘I ain’t the only 
lady what blondines her hair, I guess.’’ 

‘‘But my wife is a natural blonde.’’ 

‘“‘Then she ought to dye her hair,”’ 
said Fatma shortly. ‘‘I ain’t goin’ t’ 
let no Mister Smarty rag me jus’ be- 
cause a woman won’t dye herhair. You 
got three children.’’ 

**Three!’’ I said, amazed. 

‘““Yep! All boys,’’ 

‘*Even the girls?’’ 


said Fatma. 

I asked. 

“‘Yep!’’ she said. 

‘And I al- 
Fatma, 


‘“‘Curses!”’’ I exclaimed. 
ways thought they were girls! 
I am grateful—I am grateful, indeed! 
If I had not known this, I might have 
gone on buying hats and dresses all my 


life’ —— 





‘* * Youse has just had a long spell of sickness,’ she said, looking 
into my palm,”’ 


Zim.*° 
‘‘Is youse kiddin’ me?’’ she asked. 

‘*No, indeed! But I was startled. It 
was so unexpected. You can under- 
stand, yourself, what must be the feel- 
ings of a father when’’—— 

‘*Youse has just had a long spell of 
sickness,’’ she said, looking into my 
palm. 

‘*No,’’ I said, ‘‘I have not’’—— 

‘*Youse’s life line is broke off short. 
Youse will die when youse is thirty 
years old.’’ 

‘‘I’m forty-one now, and I’m not dead 
yet and’’—— 

‘*Youse hasn’t been sick for a long 


’ 


while,’’ continued Fatma, ‘‘an’ youse 


has a long life line. Youse will live to 
be eighty-four’’—— 

‘*Hold on, Fatma!’’ I said. ‘‘You 
said just now’’—— 

Perhaps I accented the Fat in her 
name too strongly and thus offended her. 
She picked up my hand and handed it 
back to me, as if she did not want it and 
wished I would not leave it lying around. 
‘*That’s 
all the kiddin’ I kin stand for twent’- 
five cents.”’ 


‘*‘Say!’’ she said haughtily. 


‘‘But your barker promised, in his 
loud and melodious voice, that you would 
foretell the future,’’ I objected. ‘‘You 
haven’t foretold my future. That is not 
fair, little one, it is not fair!’’ 

**Say,’’ she said meaningly, ‘‘if youse 
wants some future foretold, I’ll foretell 
Youseis goin’ 
to git out of this tent, see? 


youse some right now. 
An’ youse 
is goin’ to gitout right now, see? An’ 
if that ain’t no truthful foretell I’m 
goin’ to give one yelp, an’ Mike out there 
is goin’ t’ come in an’ pick youse up in 
one hand an’t’row youse over the scenic 
railway. An’I betone of them 
three foretells comes true!’’ 

It may seem marvelous, but 
one of them did. In fact, two 
of them did. I got out of the 
tent, and I got out right then. 
Really, you know, I wanted to 
remain and see if the third 
would come true; but I had 
pity on Mike. I am a kind- 
hearted man, and I was afraid 
that if he tried to throw me 
over the scenic railway with 
one hand he might overexert 
himself, 

But if Fatma had said two 
But that is the way 
with these palmists; they al- 


hands! 


ways leave some loophole. 
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A Very Little Pull. 


E PULLED 
together, 
For the train was 
pulling in, 
With a hundred yards 
to cover 
In the racket and 
the din! 


himself 


and he 


He sprinted 
spurted, 


_» And he 


pulled up 
_ with a shout; 
F = nN He had twenty yards 
foo -——m to cover, 
And the train was 
pulling out! 


He yelled at the conductor, 
**Pullup!’’ Oh, it was tough! 

For the engine kept on pulling, 
For he hadn’t pull enough! 


How To Judge the Census Bureau. 
B* ASCERTAINING whether your 

is credited with fifty per 
cent. gain. Otherwise attack the bureau 
immediately, as some mistake must have 
been made by a poor official. If the 
maximum of 
should 


town 


bureau has reached the 
efficacy, your little habitation 
easily outrank all places near you. If 
you are credited with a lower population 
than your rivals, go immediately to your 
home daily and that editorially 
charges are preferred. You owe this to 
yourself, your home town, and the world 
at large. 


see 


His Drawing Powers. 
66 OUR husband draws so well, I 
think,’’ said the caller, ‘‘and he 
seems to be just as clever at landscapes 
as at figures.”’ 
**Yes,’’ replied the wife of the ama- 
teur artist. ‘‘He draws well at every- 
thing except a salary.”’ 


Elephant—‘' Whew! 


Anent a Legislature. 
Ry VANCE C. 
ANY 
foolish enough to 


CRISS. 
aman is 
expect one-thousand- 
dollar laws from a fif- 
ty-cent statesman. 

It takes a country 
statesman to believe 
there is virtue not in 
the quality, but in the 
quantity of laws. 

It takes a boarding- 
house proprietor in a 
small capital to reduce 
pocketbook lifting to 
an exact science. 

Many a Legislature 
degenerates into an en- 
durance contest to see 
who can introduce the 
most bills. 

The legislator who 
grafts seldom saves 
any of his loot from the 
hotel proprietor. 

The 
the 
who spends most of 
his before the 
bar. 


lawyer isn’t 


only legislator 


i lars.’’ 
time 


Revenge Is Sweet. 
66"P°HAT party who gave up the third- 
floor hallroom was a vindictive 
man,’’ says the landlady. 

‘‘Mr. Gimsle?’’ answers the 
floor front. ‘‘Why, he impressed me as 
a very quiet, inoffensive sort of person !’’ 

‘‘He seemed so; but what did he do 
but tack up a motto on the wall over 
the bed, ‘Look Before You 


Sleep’!”” 


second- 


reading, 


HIS SPECIAL TALENT. 


Young 


27 
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‘AS IN A LOOKING-GLASS.”’ 


** Correct likeness of yourself sent and your fortune told for five dol- 

Gullerble in answer 

receives a small looking-glass and is informed that he can tell his 
own fortune by counting his money. 


to the above advertisement 


Salvage. 
Hotel proprietor ‘**Was 
thing of value in the trunk of that fel- 


there any- 

low who jumped his bill?’’ 
Clerk—‘‘I should say so. 

of our linen and silverware.”’ 


It was full 


Ultra-assayists. 
OW OFTEN in our utter blindness 
We tread our better natures flat, 
And test the milk of human kindness 
For its per cent. of butter fat! 


It looks as if our friend Simian had grown exceedingly prosperous lately.’’ 


Hippo—'* Why, he's made a fortune in the last two years as a stage mimic, doing imitations of the great actors of the day in vaudeville.’’ 

























KIND HEARTS. 


** Gracious! What a fright they gave me! 
dress had given way !’’ 


At the Street Corner. 


Their foreheads are low and their collars 


are high 
The bunch is familiar, wherever you 
go; 
You know them at once, as you’re hurry- 
ing by, 


For their voices are high and their 


language is low. 
—Boston Traveler. 





Motorist—‘‘ Yes, it took me about six 
weeks’ hard work to learn to drive my 
machine. ’”’ 

*edestrian—‘‘ And what have you got 
for your pains?”’ 


Motorist—‘‘ Liniment.’’—Tit-Bits. 





Results of Food 
HEALTH AND NATURAL CONDITIONS COME 
FROM Ricgut FEEDING. 

Man, physically, should be like a per- 
fectly regulated machine, each part 
working easily in its appropriate place. 
A slight derangement causes undue fric- 
tion and wear, and frequently ruins the 

entire system. 

A well-known educator of Boston 
found a way to keep the brain and the 
body in that harmonious co-operation 
which makes a joy of living. 

“‘Two years ago,’’ she writes, ‘‘being 
in a condition of nervous exhaustion, I 
resigned my position as teacher, which I 
had held for over 40 years. Since then 
the entire rest has, of course, been a 
benefit, but the use of Grape-Nuts has 
removed one great cause of illness in 
the past, namely, constipation, and its 
attendant evils. 

“I generally make my entire break- 
fast on a raw egg beaten into four 
spoonfuls of Grape-Nuts, with a little 
hot milk or hot water added. I like it 
extremely, my food assimilates, and my 
bowels take care of themselves. I find 
my brain power and physical endurance 
much greater and I know that the use 
of the Grape-Nuts has _ contributed 
largely to this result. 

“It is with feelings of gratitude that 
I write thig, testimonial, and trust it 
may be the “means of aiding others in 
their search Yor health.’’ Name given 
by Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich. 

Read the little book, ‘‘The Road to 
Wellville,”’ in packages. ‘‘There’s a 
Reason.”’ 

Ever read the above letter? A 
new one appears from time to 
time. They are genuine, true, 
and full of human interest. 


When I heard the crack, I was sure my new 


Pele Mele. 
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Regular Rates. 

McCool—*‘ What’s my bill?’’ 

Clerk—‘‘ What room?’’ 

McCool—‘‘1 slept on the billiard 
table.’’ 

Clerk—‘‘Fifty cents an hour.’’—Chi- 
cago News. 
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Boy—‘‘ Will yer gimme a penny, sir ?”’ 
Benevolent gentleman—‘‘ Are you hungry, my little boy ?’’ 
Boy—‘*‘ No; farver’s thirsty !'’— London Opinion. ’ 


Ohio Pronunciation. 
By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. 
New York learns to pronounce Yuao “* Ohio,” but is 
New York aware that Ohio pronounces itself ** Aha."’ 
— Boston Transcript. 
‘‘ Ahia’’ is off, far off the way 

That Western and well-known State 
Pronouces itself, and your ignorance 

shows 

That the Transcript is getting in late, 
Because to all in the know it is plain 

As the light of the noonday sun 
That Ohio, with confidence born of the 

facts, 

Pronounces itself Al. 

Not for Knott. 

A short time since a Mr. Knott was 
tried in an interior county of Georgia 
for a violation of law. The verdict of 
the jury was, ‘‘We find the prisoner 
Knott guilty.’’ 

The judge was at a loss whether to 
sentence or not.—Blue Bull. 

When the Teacher Blushed. 

‘“‘What is it,’’ asked the teacher, 
‘‘that binds us together and makes us 
better than we are by nature?’’ 

‘*Corsets, sir,’’ piped a wise little girl 
of eight.—Red Hen. 

Daily Treatment. 

Barber—‘‘ Hair getting a bit thin, sir. 
Ever put anything on it?”’ 

Man in chair—‘‘Yes; my hat.’’—Bos- 
ton Transcript. 


in answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


A Bottle 
Evans’ 


The Menu Bluff. 


Brown—*‘‘I called a bluff at the hotel 
to-day.”’ 

Jones—‘‘ What was it?’’ 

Brown—‘‘The bill of fare said ‘Eggs 
as ordered,’ and I ordered them fresh.’’ 
—Canadian Courier. 


Some paragraphers are referring to 
the husband of a suffragette as a hus- 
bandette, while others prefer the less 
objectionable term ‘‘suffragent.’’— 
Youngstown Telegram. 
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with your meals will make 
the food nutritious and pro- 
mote assimilation, upon 
which perfect digestion 
depends. Brings out the 
best there is in everything. 


Restaurants, Clubs, Oyster Houses and Dealers, 


C. H. Evans & Sons, Hudson, N.Y. 
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The Original and 
Genuine Chartreuse 


has always been and still is made by the 
Carthusian Monks (Péres Chartreux), who, 
since their expulsion from France, have been 
located at Tarragona, Spain; and, although 
the old labels and insignia originated by the 
Monks have been adjudged by the Federal 
Courts of this country to be still the exclu- 
sive property of the Monks, their world- 
renowned product is nowadays known as 
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Liqueur 
Peres 
Chartreux 


“GREEN AND YELLOW=— 


ass Wine Merchants, 
yrocers, Hotels, Cafés, 
Batjer & Co., 
45 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 
Sole Agents for United States, 
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The Only Trouble. 
He—‘*What bothers you most in learn- 
ing to skate, the rough ice or the snow- 
patches ?”’ 
She—‘‘The 
Blaetter. 


skates.’’ 


One Way Out. 
He (tired of dodging) 
marry a one-eyed man?’’ 
She—‘‘Good gracious, no!”’ 
He—‘‘Then let me carry 
brella.’’—Boston Transcript. 


**Would you 


your um- 





Philip Morris 
wet Cigarettes | 


The superlative degree 
of cigarette-quality. 


Ambassador 
he after- 35c 
dinnersize 


In Cork and Plain Tips b 
Ma “ The Little Brown Box” [ 


aoe Te SD 
—- 


Ser rar” 
U8 Dl Re . a... 


Cambridge 
in boxes 25c 
of ten 
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Meggendorfer 


The Printer’s Angel. 


Sweet Ermyntrude Jones has two beauti- 
ful eyes, 
Their color is azure, the same as the 
skies. 
| ~_ -_~ 
, es. 
Her ey ee 
Pure Grecian her nose is, and molded 
with grace; 
And never was nose more in keeping 
with face. 


Her nose. —_— 


Her lips are so soft, and as rich as red 
tulips; 
And the breath they emit has the scent 
of mint juleps. 
Her lips . 


Her teeth are as pearls, and I take them 
to be 
Just as good as the best that come out 
of the sea. 
Her teeth : vvvVV 


Like the bright burnished gold of Aurora 
her hair is; 

And twiddles in curls like a fay’s or a 
fairy’s. 

Her hair: §$S$S 

Then her wee shelly ears—ah! how 
graceful each turning 

But, hush! or I set these appendages 
burning. 


Her ears: C 9 


Oh, could I the wealth of the Indies com- 
mand, 
I'd forfeit it all for sweet Ermyntrude’s 
hand! 
Her hand: ~@ 


And, were I sole monarch from Croydon 
to Crete, 
I’d lay down my 
trude’s feet. 
Her as 
‘ dt London Punch. 


scepter at Ermyn- 


Caroni Bitters— Best Tonic and Appetizer. N 
home complete without it 5 
eents. Oct. C. Blache & Co., 
Gen’! Distrs 


“7 Broad St., N. Y 


able to settle up !”’ 


Sample on receipt of 25 


““Ah, Major, I hear you’re going to get 
married. I suppose now you'll settle down ?” 

‘Well, dear lady, at any rate, I hope to be 
~-London Opinio 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best ren.edy for their children. 25c a bottle 


Thrown in His Way. 
In Brooklyn a maiden named Dolly 
Had no seat and stood up in a trolley, 
When the car, with a jerk, 
Got in its fine work, 
And her seat was the 
Cholly. 


lap of young 


JUDGE. 
A regular cut-up was Cholly; 
And forthwith, beginning to jolly, 
He asked, with a smile, 
**Many laps to the mile?’’ 
But the girl only blushed and 
**Golly!”’ 


said, 
Youngstown Telegram. 


How to Use Husbands. 

‘‘A girl should use the same 
that she 
Both 


Edith 
care in choosing a husband 
does in selecting a piece of beef. 
should be tender.’ 

Maud—‘‘And_ after 
should treat them the 
should be well roasted.’’ 
Statesman. 


marriage she 
same. oth 
Yonke rs 





THE MARCH OF SCIENCE. 


** Willie, why don’t you join the other children ?”’ 


‘* Mother said I was n’t to go near the candles, ‘cause I ‘ve got a celluloid collar on !"’ 


-—London Punch 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be arpreciated. 
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JUDGE’S FAVORITE. 
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MAUD GILBERT 
IN “I'LL BE HANGED IF I DO, 
AT THE COMEDY THEATER 
What’s in a name? 
Tis all the same 
So long as you 
Camp with the crew 


Charley’s New Auto. 

“Charley’s perfectly wild over his 
new motor car,’’ remarked aman to a 
friend. 

“Wild over it!’’ responded the latter. 
“You should see and hear him when he’s 
under it!’’—J ippincott’s. 
HOW MAMMA COOLED THE 

A TOO ARDENT LOVER 





Chapter II. 
—Fliegende Blaetter. 
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CONVENIENCE ECONOMY 





Boston Chicago 





Sold by dealers everywhere, Collars 
Our new “Slip-Easy”’ finish makes tie adjustment easy. Write Jor our latest style book. 


THE ARLINGTON CO., Dept. “P,’”’ 725-727 Broadway, New York. Established 1883 
St. Louis Detroit 





Challenge Collars please particular men because you really can’t tell them from linen. They 
giveall the convenience and economy of a waterproof collar with the correct style and perfect 
fit of the best linen—same dull linen finish, too. You ought to try them yourself this season. 


cents, Cuffs 50 « 






4 
7 
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PAF NOV. 24.1908 


LINEN STYLE 





LINEN FIT 





“ents. or sent by mail by us direct. 


Philadelphia San Francisco Toronto 





eG GLb ™ 
SUNNY BROO 

WHISKEY 
~ JT 


_ForSaletverywhere 


The Process. 

Kn icke r 
Bocke - 

York Sun. 


“*“No; 


‘*Is your milk pasteurized? 
janitorized.”’ New 





PURE Whiskey 


Properly used, 


the Bestand Most 
Healthful fon/c Anown 





Accept no 
Substitute 





Sayings of Famous Women. 


farewell, farewell!’’ 
Youngstown Tele- 


‘*Farewell, 
Sarah Bernhardt. 


gran. 








ECAR Ge TRE iat MUST 
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Ideal Winter Trips to the Tropics. 

The most inviting cruises this season are those to the resorts of ‘‘The American Mediterra 
nean,’’ that wonderful winterless region bathed by the southern Atlantic, the Gulf of Mexico and 
the Caribbean Sea, including Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, Florida and San Dominge 

Write for AGWI NEWS, a beautifully illustrated free magazine, describing the cruises of the 


following steamship lines: 








CLYDE LINE 


From Pier 36, North River, New York 


nm 


TO FLORIDA, daily exeept Sunday calling 
Charleston, Brunswick and Jacksonville, with cc 
ections for all leading Southern resorts 


at 


PORTO RICO LINE 
Delightful 16 day cruise to and around the Island 
$110 covering all expenses, touching at principa 
ports. Send for booklet. 
General Offices, 12 Broadway, New York. 





WARD LINE —————_—_» 





MALLORY LINI 





West, Tampa and Mobile 
From Pier 45, North River, New York 





» Texas, all points southwest and Pacific coast 
Exhilarating water route trips to Galveston, Key 








Luxurious twin screw steamships to ahamas 


Nassau); Havana, Cuba, Mexico and Yucatan, with 
rail connections to all important interior cities. 
General Offices, Pier 14, East River, New York. 








DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES: 
NEW YORK PHILADELPHIA BOSTON CHICAGO WwW ASHINGTON 
290 Broadway 701 Chestnut St 92 Washington St 03 So. Clark St 6 F St. N.W 





RS RRO 
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In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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The Club brand repre- 
sents the same high 
standard in Cocktails 
as the Hall mark in England and the 
Sterling in America do in silver. 

ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTES. 


Martini (gin base) and Manhattan 
(whiskey ot are the most popular. 
Atall good dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 


HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON 














I Can Increase 
Your Earnings 


If you want an Indepen- 
dent business of your 
own requiring no cap- 
ital, ma!l your name and 
address and let me send 
ou our pag, Sree 62- 
age Boo showing 
how you may earn §, 
to $10,000 a year in the 
Real Estate, Brokerage 
and Insurance Business 
Our system is a positive success. It equips you 
to conduct these money making branches, and gives 
ou a valuabie Commercial Law Course Free. Clerks 
Book Keepers, Salesmen, Agents, Solicitors and 
others should investigate this. Send no money, sim 
ly your name and address and [ will mai. you our 
big 62-Page Book, absolutely tree. Write today. 
[aternationa! Realy Corp... 602 Manhattan Bidg., Chicago 
Successors to CrossCo. and H W. Cross & Co 














COPY THIS SKETCH 


and let me see what you can do with it 
— You can earn 820 © to 8125.0 or m 


per week as illustrator or cartoonist 
<Q. My practical system of personal indi 


vidual lessons by mail will 


= 








~~ 
WA talent, Fifteen years’ succ 
for newspapers and magazir D 
me to teach you. Send me your skete! 
— of President Taft with 6c.in stamps and 










collection of drawings showing possi 
bilities for YOU 


L of Minstrating and Cartooning, 
THE LANDON SCHOO 1483 Sehofield Bidg., Cleveland, 0. 

. ti, Looks like a diamond---wears like 

x KC a diamond --- brilliancy guaranteed 
LOD. @, forever---stands filing and fire like a 
diamond---has no paste, foil or arti 
ficial backing. 1-20th the cost of 


diamonds. Set only in solid gold 
mountings A marvelously recon 





structed gem Not an imitation 
Guaranteed to contain no giass 
Sent on roval. Write for Catalog. It_is fre« 






Remoh Jewelry Co. 469 N. Bdway, St. Louis. 


ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau wil! send you 
all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. Henry Romerke, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


1 will send you a test lesson plate, also 








THE CONSTRUCTIVE COMPLIMENT 


‘*T must apologize, madam, for passing you the other day, but really, you know, 


I did n’t see you!’ 


—London Opinion. 


The Other One Was Booth. 


(Suggested by conversation with certain ‘‘retired’’ actors) 


OW, by the rood, as Hamlet says, it 
grieves me sore to say 

The stage is not as once it was, when I 
was wont to play. 

"Tis true Hank Irving, dear old chap! 
still gives a decent show, 

And Mansfield and Ed. Willard really 
act the best they know; 

’Tis true that Duse and Bernhardt, for 
we mustn’t be too hard, 

Are very fair (for women), though, of 
course, they ought to guard 

Against some bad-art tendencies; but as 
for all the rest, 

There’s hardly one, I may say none, who 
stands the artist’s test. 

True artists are a rare, rare breed; there 
were but two, forsooth, 

In all me time, the stage’s prime, and 
the other one was Booth. 


Why, Mac—I mean Macready; but we 
always called him Mac— ‘ 

And old Ned Forrest used to say, or so 
they once told Jack— 

Or, that is, Jack McCullough—that- 
well, this is what they said: 

‘*There were but two who really knew 
how Shakespeare should be read.’’ 

They didn’t mean the younger Kean or 
Jack, and so perhaps 

It caused a little jealousy among the 
lesser chaps. 

They said that Larry Barrett was en- 
titled to respect; 

But as for Tom Salvini—well, his dago 
dialect 

Would never do for Shakespeare. So, to 
tell the simple truth, 

There were only two men in it, and the 
other one was Booth. 


Don’t think conceit is in me tongue 
*tis something I detest; 

But I may say that in me day I've fig- 
ured with the best. 

Why, Kalamazoo and Oshkosh, too, and 
Kanakee as well, 

Went fairly wild, nor man nor child 
stirred when the curtain fell. 

The S. R. O. was hung each night; our 
show was such a rage, 

They took the ushers off the floor and 
ushered from the stage. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will 


be appreciated. 


From Buzzard’s Bay to San Jose, from 
Nawrleans to Duluth 

Just two stars hit a little bit, and the 
other one was Booth. 


I liked Ned Booth, for he was such a 
royal-hearted fellow, 

We never had a jealousy. When he put 
out on Othello, 

His Iago was much like mine, too, like- 
wise his stage direction. 

But what cared Ed what critics said, 
since I made no objection? 

Ah, me! That day is past; the play 
has lost its honored station. 

Who reads aright rage, sorrow, fright, 
or tragic desolation? 

Aye, who can reach to Hamlet’s speech, 
‘*To be or not to be’’; 

Or wild Macbeth’s cry, ‘‘Never shake 
thy gory locks at me’”’; 

Or Lear’s appeal, ‘‘Oh, let me not be 
mad, sweet heavens, not mad!’’ 
Or Shylock’s rage, ‘‘I’ll have me bond 

Ah, me! It makes me sad 
To think it all, and then recall the 
drama of me youth, 
When there were two who read lines 
true, and the other one was Booth. 
—Edmund Vance Cooke. 
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Hustlers. 


“A good turkey dinner and mince pie,” 
said Simeon Ford, ‘‘always puts us ina 
lethargic mood—makes us feel, in fact, 
like the natives of Nola Chucky. 

** In Nola Chucky one day I said to a 
man: 

‘* ‘What is the principal occupation of 
this town?’ 

‘**Wall, boss,’ the man answered, 
yawning, ‘in winter they mostly sets on 
the east side of the house and follers the 
sun around to’ the west, and in summer 
they sets on the west side and follers the 
shade around to the east.’ ’’——Washing- 
ton Star. 


The Unkindest Cut. 

Father (to his son, a doctor)—‘“‘If 
this isn’t the limit! I pay all that 
money for you to study medicine, and 
the first thing you do is to cut me off my 
drink.’’—Fliegende Blaetter. 
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The Busy Man. 


He swore he would 
Yet do his part, 

But never could 
Find time to start. 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 


A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample by 
mail, 25 cts. in stamps. >. W. Abbott & Co., Balti- 
more, Md 


Still on the Wagon. 

HILE several city officials were 
talking business in the inspectors’ 
office Thursday afternoon, Electrical In- 
spector W. H. Buzard, who was standing 
by the window, suddenly exclaimed, ‘‘I 
give that fellow credit! Here it’s over 
three weeks after the beginning of the 
year and he is still on the water wagon!’’ 
The other inspectors, hurrying to the 
window, gazed down at the street, where 
they saw a man riding on a tank wagon 
which bore the sign, ‘‘Gibson’s Mineral 

Springs.’’— Youngstown Telegram. 


Defining It. 

**So the authorities have decided that 
a man’s home is where he mostly sleeps, 
have they?’’ asked Mrs. Getathim, with 
a glare at her hapless spouse. 

“They have, my dear,’’ 
meekly. 

“Then, the next time you go to regis- 
ter, give the church as your home,”’ she 
said, with an emphasis not to be mis- 
taken by a guilty,scowering souil.—Bal- 
timore American, 


he replied 


Watch Not Going. 
Cholly—‘‘ What’s the time, old chap? 
I’ve an invitation to dinner at seven and 
my watch isn’t going.’’ 


_ Gussie—‘Why, wasn’t your watch 
invited, too, deah boy?’’—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Reflection before Vesuvius. 
“‘Why are you crying, Mrs. Maier 
“Oh, tHe sight of Vesuvius reminds 

me so much of my late husband. He 
used to smoke a lot, too!’’—Fliegende 
Blaetter. 
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The Vampire. 
(Apologies to Kipling.) 
FOOL there was and he lost his hair. 


(Even as you and I!) 
On the top was a spot that was almost 


bare 

(We called him the fellow who did not 
care); 

But the fool he knew that his locks were 
rare. 


(Even as you and I!) 


Oh, the years we waste and the tears we 
waste, 
And the hair tonics we find 
Belong to the hair that would not grow 
(And now we know that it never could 
grow), 
Either in front or behind. 


A fool there was and his life he spent 
(Even as you and I!) 
Praying for hair like a regular ‘‘gent”’ 
(And the more he prayed the more it 
went); 
But the fool must follow his natural 
bent. 
(Even as you and I!) 


Oh, the toil we lost and the spoil we lost, 
And the excellent cures we planned 
Belong to the barber that did not know 
(And now we know that he never could 

know) 
And never could understand. 


So the fool was stripped of his foolish 
hair. 
(Even as you and I!) 
He caught a cold when he ‘‘hit the air’’ 
(And now a toupee is resting there), 
But nobody secms to know ov care 
(Even as you and I!) 


And it is not the blame and it is not the 
shame 
That stings like a white-hot brand; 
It’s coming to know that it could not 
grow, 
Seeing at last that it never could grow, 
But it fell out to ‘‘beat the band.”’ 
—Elsie Janis in Life. 


In Search of His Home. 


PEACEABLE resident of West 

Sixty-fifth Street was rudely awak- 
ened from sleep last week, at about two- 
thirty a. m., by a loud ring at his door- 
bell. 

Throwing open the window, he stuck 
his head out and in no very pleasant 
manner demanded to know what was 
wanted. 

**Scuse me, sir,’’ answered a muddled 
voice. ‘‘Does Jones — hic — hic — live 
here?’’ 

‘‘Jones?’’ said the party addressed 
angrily. ‘‘Of course not. What the 
devil do you mean by ringing people’s 
bells at this time of morning? Who are 
you, anyway ?’’ 

‘*Who’m I?’’ asked the disturber, ap- 
parently surprised at not being recog- 
nized. ‘‘Why, I’m Jones!’’—Lippin- 
cott’s. 





The Difference. 


‘‘He used. to complain because he 
never got what he wanted to eat.’’ 

**Yes; but he’s rich now.’”’ 

‘Yes; and now he complains because 
he never wants what he gets to eat.’’ 
Catholic Times. 


The fairest of to-day’s brides may be 
the mother-in-law of the future.—Lip- 
pincott’s. 
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BALTIMORERYE 


y BOTTLED BY 
™.LANAHANG > 
BALTIMORE 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


NO WHISKEY AS GOOD 
AT A LOWER PRICE 


NONE BETTER 
AT ANY PRICE 
Guaranteed under the Pure Food Law 


Sold at al) first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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FINE ST 


SEER 


LVER BREWED 


qualities of 
0 backed by 
character and tonic 
properties, that have 
appealed to connois- 
seurs for generations. 


Ask for it at the Clab, Cafe 
or Buffet. Insist on Blatz. 
Correspondence invited direct. 


VAL BLATZ BREWING CO MILWAUKEE.WIS 








ODDS AND ENDS BY “ZIM.” 


> a, Pf or 


—¥ oA il! ff 


: 





- =» 


~ 


x ts — 


gu 
v 


‘* That must have been one of my own hairs I found ide (indignantly ‘* See here, your clerk just asked if ‘#at man, me 
in the soup en ver distinctly I had five when I srocer—‘* Oh, well, he’s such blamed fool he can’t tell the 





